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Saturday, May 30. 1713, 


gw Had this: Morning a very valuable and kind 
Prefent :fent..me, of a tranflated Work. of a 
moft excellent Foreign Writer, who. makes 
™.a very confiderable’ Figure in the Learned 
aod. Chriftian “World, It is :Entituled, 4 De- 
mauftration of the’ Exifteuce, Wifdom, ‘and: Omni- 


- peteace of God, drawn from the Knowledge of Na- 


Chpacty, by the Aredtiteep of Gamiroy. Ate of 
city, by the Archbifhop o: ray, Auther.o 
aalemechasand tranfated Homshe Fyn by the fame 

nd that Exglifbed that excellent:Piece. This great 

mrgein the Writings which hehas before produced, 
bas atignifefted an: Heart fullgof virtuous Sentiments, 
great Benevolence to Mankind, as. well’as a fin- 
cere and ferventsPiety: towards ‘his‘Creator. - His 
Falents and..Pacts ‘are a very great:Good to the 


_ World, and it is @ pleafing Thing. to ‘behald the 


polite Arts) fublervient :to ‘Religion, and :recom- 

Beauty. Looking over 

the Letcer's of my Cosrefpondents, I find one which 

ace this Treatife, and recommends {ft ‘to my 
eaders. 


To the GUARDIAN. 

’ / 
OT ack I tgve Soaiawh read, in the Writing: 
ink I have fomewhere read, in the Writings 
| ¢ of one whom’! take to be a Friend of yours, 
* g Saying which fruck me very much, and as I 
¢ remember it was to this‘Purpofe: The Exiftence 
© of a God is fo far from being 4 thing that wants to 
t be proved, that I shink it she only thing of which 
‘ we are certain, This is'a fprightly and juft Ex- 
¢ preffion ; however, i dare fay, you.will not. be 
‘‘difpleafed that I put you in Mind of faying fome- 
‘ thing on the. Demonftration of the Biftiop of 


‘ Cambray. A Man o his Talents views all things 


‘ in a Light different from that in which ordinary 
(Price Two Pence.) 


* 1 mean was gn ‘excellent Wriger, and o Sy 


‘ Men fee them, and the devout. Difpofition of 
* bis: Soul turns all thofe Talents.to the :mprove> 
“ment of. the Pleafures 
‘ His Stile cloaths Philofephy in. a, gels. .almott 


* Poetick, and.his Readers cujoy~in full Ketfeion 


‘the Advantage, while they re ‘reading him, of 
* Being what he: is: “Bhe pleating Reprefeptation 
* of the Animal Powers iv the. begi ning of his 
‘ Work, and,‘his. Confideration of: the. Naruré of 
‘ Man with the Addition of Reafon,..ia the fub- 
; fragent Difcourfe impreffes,.upon the; Mind 

a ftrong 
‘ sowards him who befowed that. Superiority over 
* the Brute World. Thefe Thoughts had. fuch 
‘ an Effe& isi the Author himfclf, that he-has 
“ended his, Difcourfe, with a: Prayers. ‘This Ado- 
* sation has'q Sublimity in it bedrring bis Charaéter, 
‘ and the Emotions. of -his Heart .tiow. from: Wif- 
* dom and Knowledge, | thought it would ibe 
* proper: fora Saturday's Paper, and haye-tranflated 
*,1t)to make you a Peefenniof it. ishaye,nor, asthe 
*,Tranflator_was obliged to, do, confined. my ,felf 
* to.an exa&t Verfion from the Original, but, have 


_ © endeavoured to exprefs the Spirit of it, by. taking 


* she. Liberty to render bis ;T hopghts in fach a way.as 
© I thould have uttered them, if they. hed. been, eny 
* own. Ig bas been obferved, that the private Leters 
* of great Men; are the beft Pigtures of zheir Souls, 
* but certainly :their private; Devotions: would. be 


_* fill more -fallepétive, .and.I know pot why they 


* thould not, be as curions.and/entertaining. 

* If, you.,infért this. Proypr, ..1. knew, pot but 
¢ 1 may fend you, for another Occafion, one 
< ufed by a very great Wit of the daft Age, 
‘ which has Allufions to the Firrors of a vety 
* wild Life, ‘and _I: believe you willthink is written 
* with ati uncommon Spirit. The Perfon whom. 
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of a. good Life. 


Satisfaction in it felf, and Gratirnde . 
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‘ lication of this Prayer: of +his may be, perhaps, 
* fome kind of Antidote agaioft the Infe@&ion in 
© his othge Writings. But this Supplication of the 
* Bihhop has in it asmore happy and untrpubled Spi- 
rirs it is (if that is not fxy:ng fomething too fond) 
the Worthip of am Ang-l concerned for thofe 
who had fallen; but himielf {till in’ the State of 
Giory and Innocence. The Book. ends with an 
AG of Devotion, to this Effet : 


‘O my God, if the greater Number of Man- 
kinddo not difcover Thee in that glorious fhow 
of Nature which thou, haft placed before our 
Eyes, it isnot becaufe Thou art far from-every 
oné of os; Thou art prefent to us myre than any 
Owje& which we touch with our Hands, but our 
Senies,. and the Paffions which they produce 
in us, turn our Attention from Thee. Thy Light 
fhines in the midft of Darknefs, but the Darknefs 
comprehends it not. Thov, O Lord, doft every 
where difplay thy felf, Thou thineft in all thyWorks, 
but art not regarded by heedlefs and unthinking 
Man. The whole Creation talks aloud of Thee, 
and. Eccho’s with the Reperitions. of thy Holy 
Name. But fuch is, our Infentisity, that we are 
desfto the great and univerfal Voice of: Nature. 
Thou art every where about us, and within us; 
but we wander from our felves, become Stran- 

ers to Our own Souls, and do not apprehend thy 

cefence. © Thou,who art the Eternal Fountain 
of Light and Beauty, who art the Ancient of Days; 
‘ Wichoat Beginning and without End ;O Thouv,who’ 
art the Lifé of all thar truly live; thofe can ne- 
ver fail to find Thee, who feek for Thee within 
themfelves.. But alas, the very Gifts which 
Thou ‘beftoweft- upon us,.do {0 employ our 
Thoughts, that they hinder us from perceiving the 
Hand which conveys them to us. We live by 
Thee, and yet we live without thinking onethee; 
but, O Lord, what is Life in the Ignorance of 
Thee? Adead unaGtive Piece of Matter,a Flower 
that'withers,a River that glides away, a Palace that 
haftens to its Ruin, a Piture made up of fading 
Colours, a Mafs of thining Oar, ftrike our Imagi- 
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We regard them as Obdjeéts capable of giving us 
Pleafare,, not confidering that Thou conveyelt 
through them all the Pleafure which we imagine 
they give us. Such vain empty Objects that are 
only the Shadows of Being, are proportioned to 
our low’and groveling Thoughts. That Beauty 
which Thou -hatt poured out on thy Creation, is as 
a Veil which hides Thee from our Eyes. As Thou 
att a Being too pure and exalted to pafs thro’ 


. 


nations, and make us fenfible of their Exiftence. 


* our Senfes, Thou art not regarded by Men,: 
‘who have debafed, their Nature, and. have. 
‘made theinfelves like the Beafts that. Perith, - 
‘ So infatuated -are they, that, potwithftanding: 


¢-they know what is Wifdom and Virtue, which . 
>* have neither Sound, nor Colour, nor Saell, nor. 


* Tafte, nor Figure, nor ary other fenfible Quality, 
§ they can doubt of thy Exiflence becaufe Thou art 
* not appr@hended by the grofler Organs of Senfe, 
© Wretches that we are!) we confder Shadows as 
* Realities, and Truth as afhantome. That which 
¢ is Nothing is.All to us, and that which is all Ap- 
‘ pears to us Nothing. What do we feein all Na- 
* ture but Thet, O my God! Thou,: and: only 
‘ Thou, appearéft in every thing. When. I confi- 
‘ der Thee, O Lord, | am fwallowed up and loft 
‘ in Contemplation of Thee. ‘ Every thing befides 
‘ Thee, even my own Exiftence, vanithes and dif- 
¢ appears in the Contemplation of Thee. [am loft 
“to my feif, and fall into nothing, when I think 
‘on Thee. The Man who doés not fee Thee has 
‘ beheld nothing; he who does not tafte Thee has 
‘a Relifh of nothing. His Being is vain, and his 
* Life but a Dream. Set up Thy felt, O- Lord, 
fet up Thy felf that we may behold Thee, . As 
* Wax confumes before the Fire, and as the Smoke” 
‘ is driven away, folet Thine. Enemies vanifh out: 
* of thy. Prefence. How unhappy is that Soul 
* who, withoot the Senfe of Thee, has no God, 


* no Hope, no Comfort to fuppurt tim? Burt hows 
© happy the Man who. fearches, fighs, aad thirfts~ 


* after_Thee!. But he only is fally-happy on whom 


‘ Thou lifteft up.the Light of thy Countenance, 
_* whofe Tears Thou haft wiped away..and whoen-° 
¢ joys, in Thy Loving-Kindnefs, the Completion of ° 


* all his Defires. How long, how long, OLord, hall 
* |. wait for that:Day, when I thall poffefs, in’ thy 


* Prefence, Fullnefs of Joy, and Pleafures.for ever 


* more?-O my God, in this pleafing. Hope, my 
* Bones rejoice and cry out Who is like unto thee! 


* My Heart melts away, and my Soul faints withia . 


* me, when | lookup to Thee who art the .God of 
* my Life, and my Portion to all Eternity. - 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


Juft Publith’d, , 

Sermons on feveral Occafions, preached in the 
Royal Cheppel at St. J mes’s, By Ardrew Hebeck M.A. Four Sere 
ros preach’d on feveral Oce fions, Fy Tho. Bifs D. D. Preacher 
at the Roles, The Artifices ef Fa'fe Teachers; a Sermor', by Willi-| 


am, Tafwell D. D. Re&cx of St. Mary Newington. Two Affze ’: 
-Serm ns; preachd, one at Tauncon, the-ocher at Wells, By John’ 


Potter, M. A, Re&or -of Cloford. All pri for H. C! 
at the Half-moon in St. Pavl’s Chu:ch Yard. ° oe 
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